MODERN TRAVEL

string of camels, evidently afraid of the asphalt, coming
the other.

It transpired that my welcomers, without whose kind-
ness I should now have been in tears, had made me an
honorary member of the Sind Club, a palace of comfort,
good food, and eternal drinks, set in a compound of
flowering trees, where I found myself in possession of a
suite of three rooms and the usual offices. An inscrut-
able brown wizard with a white moustache was also at
my disposal. " To-night, of course," they said, " you'll
only want a dinner-jacket." Ruefully I apologised for
the loathsome contingencies of air travel, explaining that
limitations of weight had prevented the inclusion of
evening clothes in my luggage. By day I might have
arrived wearing a grass loin-cloth, for all anyone would
have cared. But the Indian night holds no place for
the un-dressed. The dilemma was solved by my agree-
ing to dine alone in my room. This I did, assailed by
the sensations of a first day at school, and experiencing
that singular feature of Indian life, the difficulty of ever
lighting a cigarette owing to the unceasing fans. Out-
side, a military band was playing composite tunes for
the entertainment of a " front-line " dinner. To-morrow
was August the Fourth ; but that being a Sunday, the
dinner was to-night.

I awoke next morning to a whistle of wind that would
have alarmed Macbeth's witches, on which were borne
the noises of the parrot-house at the zoo : the monsoon
and the local birds. Timidly I ventured to breakfast.
Nothing could have exceeded the friendliness of the
members ; rny diffidence began to disappear. But the
pall of my absent clothes hung over me, and I was
motored into the town to a Mussulman tailor, who that
evening delivered in my room a white suit with pearl
buttons. The appropriate shoes were supplied, with
no less expedition, by a military bootmaker named
Mohonjee Nagjee.
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